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rich and I am powerful. I love beautiful places and
beautiful people. You are beautiful. Miss di Men-
doza."
"Thank you," she said. "I know that quite well
It is impertinent of you, however, to tell me so."
"There is a manner of doing all these things," he
continued, and still there was that far-away note in
his voice.
It was the voice of a different man. He knew that
it was queer. He knew that it was scarcely raised
above a whisper. But he hated the thought of what
it might have been if it had not been controlled by
something which was quite inexplicable. Carlotta
was watching him and for the first time there was a
flicker of interest in her eyes.
"Perhaps you are tired," she said.
He shook his head.
"No. Thankful."
"Thankful?"
"That I found you here."
She looked up towards the Manoir.
"I do not know what Mr. Granet will say if he
finds you, an uninvited guest, wandering about his
property," she remarked.
"You are here, too," he reminded her.
"How do you know that I am not invited?"
He considered the matter.
"Well, you may be, of course," he admitted.
"When he comes he may be angry and he may turn
me out, but I shall go quite amiably. Your sister
was going to introduce you but you were in such a
hurry to be off. Still, I am a family acquaintance, at